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I When Age Was Victorious r "lijf
Across the narrow strool, paved with

cobblestones .'LinoiiK which the acsias
sprouted, stood the old brick church
with Its solitary gublu surmounted by a
primitive bell towor. When the bell
tolled. Miss Penrose's nbodo across tho
way vibrated, niul so did the doughnuts
on tho baker's counter underneath, for
Miss Penrose lived over tho bnkeshop.

When the rickety depot carriage swung
up before Miss Pcnroso'n house, Aurora,
within. It. sat looking about in speech-
less rapture. Tho ancient hoclcman
climbed down from his perch and
breathed In upon her an air of mingled
whisky and peace.

"You're here, mem," ho said, and Au-
rora looked at him with such an

smilo that he conplied confidentiallyI behind a. vary dirty hand and udded:
"Sho do havo the nueorost folks come
vlsltin. One's owln' mo a quarter two
years eomo August. He writes poetry. I
wouldn'L have her know for nothln'!"
and ha released her. Aurora flew up tho
narrow stairs.

"Tho old Aurora and the young !"

and she was held at arm's length,
and tho old Aurora looked at her with
critical eyes just a llttlo weary.

"I wouldn't mind bolus old If I wore
as distinguished as you aro!" and young
Aurora flung her arms about her aunt.

JVIIss Ponropo winced a little. "So it
seems that I am really old? J say it
over and over to myself, but I have never
rjulte believed iL"

"If I'm only as nice as you when I'm
as old "

H "For heaven's sake, child, that will
Hfl l0, 11 only Proves lllJlt :ul old Aurora

SSMKyj is absurd. I abhor the name but," she
said guyly, kissing licr niece, "may you
live to bo an old Aurora of a hundred."

"What a heavenly place!" said young
Aurora, sinking into a low chair and
sighing with joy. It was a queer, curv- -
ing room with fivo windows full of
plants. There was a littered desk anda low table beside a couch, and on the
wide hearth a drlrtwood fire blazed withgreen and scarlet and golden flames,
while tho oarly summer sun flickeredIFl through the vines at. the windows.

"What a heavenly place!" young Au- -
rora repeated.

"Walt till you aoo my workshop! Now
como to your room. Ah, child. I'm glad
you have come! I need youth about. 1'ou
see I had nearly forgoHen that I was
growing old."

I'Yom the balcony of "Miss Penrose's
workshop you could look down the wind- -
m river Ju3t past tho 'Whitby light- -
house to the ocean.

AHss Penrose proclaimed her supremo
1 IndlfTercncc to the social amenities when

she moved into the old house on the wharf
with a bakeshop underneath, which fla-
vored the atmosphere with doughnuts.

"I shall buy the house from the bakerK If I can." Miss Penrose said to Aurora,SjBH "and I mean to live here and die here.
will Inherit It after I am cremated

1 wish to be cremated," and
paused in the washing of her

She had on a long calico,
plnnnfore and there was a tired

In hor face. On the easel stood herwork, a sunlit landscape with
in glorious blossom and a pool

the spring sky and thero was a
of chill In the splendor of the sky.

see, it is the youth of tho year,"
explained, "and youth Is always a" bitIl'ou don't!"

what, child'"
of dying, and Aurora shivered.
not? It is the most interesting

in life the only experiment
makes for himself. Sometimes I

for t lie time. I am a llttlo tired of
own body," sho said; "It has stood

mo and happiness."
stared at her aunt. To be tired
own body it was beyond her.

young Aurora's body was a particu- -

larly agreeable one. "You must huvo
been a very fascinating woman," sho said.
"I am sure many men have been in love
with you."

"Not just with me, child, but with my
mind. Nevertheless, It's very kind of
you. There, run down and seo if that
was the postman.''

The balcony was shielded by a Japan-
ese screen and In one corner stood an
easy chair. Miss Penrose leaned back
among tho red cushions and stared down
tho river.

"Dear aunt, here Is a letter such an
interesting hand."

A faint blush crept into Miss Penroso's
face. "It should be, for it is from Roger
L.ythgoe."

"Not the poet?" and young Aurora's
eyes were round with wonder and rev-
ere nee.

"Yes. the great Roger Tythgoe." Miss
Penrose took the letter, hut sho looked
absently at the girl. "Aurora, if I could
havo a wish fulfilled il. would be to be
you to look llko you."

"Out aunt, dear, think of your mind
and mine I am so commonplace."

"I know It." and Miss Penrose opened
her letter. Young Aurora had a modest
opinion of her own mind she acquiesced.

"Aunt Aurora, how T should llko to see
him! I never saw a real poet."

"Well, ho threatens to come," and Miss
Penrose frowned.

"Oh. how beautiful!" Then Aurora's
face fell. "But ho wouldn't nolico me."

"I don't know you never can tell,"
and the fine, down lines on MIfs Pen-
rose's mouth stood sharply out.

"What Is ho like?"
"I never saw him."
"Never saw him!" '
"lie came once two years ago, but 1

had gone away."
"And he was so disappointed that he

forgot to pay the hackman," and Aurora
laughed. "How I want to sec him hut
Td have no chance with you about poor
commonplace me!" The wind was flut-
tering the skirt of her while gown and
a red gauze scarf she hod tied about her
dusky hair. She was wonderfully pretty.

"But tell me, aunt, what Is Mr.
llko?"

"He writes that ho is the homeliest
man ever made. Are you preparing to
fall in love with him, Aurora?" Miss
Penrose laughed, but there was a sharp
ring in her voice.

Miss Penrose sat at her desk writing
and Aurora watered tho plants Shu put
each on the window-si- ll and deluged it
most unreflectingly. The house vibrated
as the old church across the way boomed
tho hour.

"If you wish to respect time, have It
mensured off," said Miss Penrose. "The
boll says an hour is dead; it will never
come back again."

"Who cares?" said young Aurora.
"Wait till the hours grow scarce."
"When I'm as old as you. perhaps."

Miss Penrose winced.
"You are not commonplace. Aurora;

you have a way of putting things."
Aurora, was glad that her distinguished

aunt did not consider her commonplace,
and she watered the flowers with re-
newed enthusiasm, when up from the
street there came a deep growl, and
Aurora thrust her bright face among the
pots and fell back with a gasp of fright-
ened amusement "I poured the water
right on his head," she gasped; "such
a funny little man look at him!" The
victim below was mopping his hat and
face. "I believe he is rooted to the spot

why doesn't he go away?"
Miss .Penrose looked through the ivy

trellis. The victim of the watering pot
was still looking up. his damp hat in
his hand and his white hair glistening
in the afternoon sun. "Child. I think
vou have really made a conquest."

"That old thing?" and Aurora flung
herself Into a chair and laughed hysteri-
cally, just as the doorbell gavo a sharp
peal.

"He's angry, and he's come to "
and Aurora turned pale.

"My dear. If you will pour water over
elderly gentlemen, you must take tho
consequences," and Miss Penroso re-
treated, laughing. Just as the hall door
opened nnd the little maid servant ush-
ered in a short, stout elderly man, whosegray heard lay on his portly breast us
on a salver. Aurora rose and stared ap-
prehensively at her victim.

"Aurora!" he cried passionately, and
took her long, slim fingers in his own.
"At last!"

Aurora stared al him with frightened
brown eyes.

"I knew you at once," he said.
"You knew me at oncoV" sho faltered.
"When I saw your beautiful face

among the flowers "
Aurora recovered herself and smiled.

He might be Insane, but he was certainly
civil. "I knew It must be Aurora Pen-
rose this was the face of my dreams.

"But why," he cried reproachfully,
"why did you persist In maligning your-
self?"

"Forgive me," young Aurora said, in
pollto perplexity. "If I ask who you arc?"

He turned quite pale. "Can you not
guess?" ho faltered. "Did I not prepare
you to see the ugliest man God ever
made, and did you not say il wan the
man and not tho face?"

"Oh, dear me! I am afraid Ihls Is all
a dreadful mistake!"

"A mistake? How is that possible?
Surely you aro Aurora Penrose?"

"Yes, I am Aurora Penrose "
"God be praised!"
"But so is my aunt,"
He sank upon tho nearest chair and

Aurora lingered, her hand on tho door-
knob. Sho was sorry for him; sho knew
the disillusion in store for him.

"Who shall I say?" she asked gently.
"Roger L.ythgoc."
Young Aurora gasped. She looked al

him as at a vision. Ho seemed tailor
and slimmer and his eyes were quite
beautiful bohlnd the gold spectacles. As
for the great poet., he vouchsafed her
not another glance, but bent all his
energies to rubbing tlw nap of his ruined
hat. He was still at It when Miss
rose camo In, and for a moment they
stood and looked at each other in si-

lence.
"Do you And me disappointing?" lUIsa

Penrose asked abruptly.
"Let me rather ask, Do you find me

so?"
They looked at each other again and

neither spoke. Then they both blushed.
Ilor last letter he always carried In his
breast pocket, and its very touch had
made him quiver how ofton ho had
kissed the fine, clenr writing! His fore-
head grew damp al the mero remem-
brance, and somehow he could not see
himself in future carrying about the cor-
respondence of this elderly lady. As for
Miss Penrose, she remembered with a
kind of horror the long evenings she had
dreamed away on her balcony, his letter
her only companion, reading the passion-
ate utterances of the man she had never
scon.

It was Miss Penrose who first recovered
herself. "So after two years, 1 at last
sec the poet." she said, politely.

"And I the distinguished artist." he
added, with a forcod smile. "Your pic-
tures are poems without words; mine
were needless."

"1 had Just sent you a letter begging
you not to come," she exclaimed
abruptly.

"Why?"
'I don't know, but T was right."

Mr. Lythgoe had fought a gallant fight
and was regaining his equanimity. "And
this Is tho room you have so well de-

scribed to me," and he looked curiously
about. "How ofton I havo longed to bo
here and in its peaco and silence to read
to you, first of all the world, what I had
written."

Would she expect him to explain ex-
travagant passages In his correspond-
ence? It would he very cinharrasslng if
she did.

"Come up to my balcony." she said,
with a slightly sarcastic smile; "Ihcro
you will llnd plenty of subjects for
poems," lie climbed heavfly after her,
breathing short and mopping his fore-
head.

In the corner of the balcony young Au-
rora lay among the rod cushions. Slio
sprang up with glowing color. Sho Was
radiant.

"Is It not rather sudden, Aurora?"
"Oh. no, aunt six, weeks." There was

a touch of condescension about Aurora.
She was trying to explain the A B C
of love to n backward old child.

Must think," ho said, and the pretly
color Hushed to hor bright eyes, "that
I was his Inspiration." Miss Penrose
closed one cyo and examined her canvas.
"And yet you remember you said I was
commonplace. I told him you said I was
commonplace," and Aurora pouted.

"That was a mistake on your part
child, for he has at least a groat respect
for my mind, lie will remember that
remark."

"It was then that he said I was Ills
inspiration," Aurora cried, triumphantly,
while Miss Penrose scrapod her palollc.

"Then see thai you attend strictly to
business," nnd she made a rasping sound
with her knife, "for tho poem he read
last night was simply atrocious,"

"Oh, aunt, how can you!" Miss Pen'
roso paced the studio, triumphantly jlng'
ling the keys in her apron pockets. "J

shall certainty toll him what you said.
"Tell him. by all means!"
"And poets so sensitive, and I wanted

him to look up to you llko a son."
Miss Penroso stopped suddenly before

hor niece. "Aurora, wo will draw' tho
line there. Tlogcr Lythgoo Is fivo years
older than I am. and I don't propose to
burden myself with a ready-mad- e son
of that age. Marry him by all means
but If you valuo ljls reputation don't bo
his inspiration! Come to think of It,
what are you marrying him for, any-
how?"

"He is so distinguished." said Aurora.
She was answering a question she had
often askod herself. "Besides, he adores
mo, and I never cared for young mon.
I used to learn his poems by heart at
school tho girls raved over them. It
will be such fun going back to visit them
as Mrs. Roger Lythgoo. T shall give
them all his autograph. '.Mrs. Roger
Lythgoo' how well it will look on a card

'At home from S to 10.' I shall go
out a great deal, for T shall want to
help him all I can. Roger to think that
I shall call him -- Roger means to stop
over In Springfield to see father. He Is
going tomorrow. Wo shall ho married
in the spring," and Aurora blushed nnd
sparkled. "Hut 1 wish he didn't llvo In
California. I hate to write. Ho says
he'll need my letters for inspiration. Of
course he tells mo everything now, and
it seems that somo one has been writing
him the heavcnlicst letters these last
two years a woman, of course. He said
he nearly made a fool of himself and
fell in love with a mind fancy! But,
of course, this is the end now; It wouldn't
do for him to raise false hopes "

"I do wish he were as tall as I am,"
Aurora confessed uneasily; "the girls at
school aro such ones lo notice."

"Leave him at home, l'ou have his
name and you can- take his autographs."

"Aunt Aurora. I sometimes think you
are very sarcastic. Roger does. He says
that you are not finite what he expoctcd.
He thought you would bo sadder more
poetic."

"Did he, indeed?"
"He thinks you arc a little unfeeling,

but he did say lliat you don't show It In
your work, nnd that your Illustrations
to his poems two years ago tvero much

more beautiful I ban the poems. He In
so generous, you know." Miss Penrose's
blue eyes grow very soft. "Hut he was
a llttlo disappointed."

"War. he?" and Mi3s Penrose recov-
ered herself. "Well, so was I. child, and
you can tell him so! That Is, you
needn't!" she added hastily.

The next day Aurora paced the rail-
way platform boslde her pout. IL was a
dingy, dirty place with an overwhelm-
ing aroma of decoyed fruit, and coal dust;
Iho last place for the parting of lovers.
Aurora wished that everybody could
know how distinguished he was, for shewas conscious that he wa; rather short.Roger Lythgoo drew Aurora behind a
protecting baggage truck. "Write me
every day, my darling! I am a moody
man. and for my work and happiness I

shall need the hope and the faith in my-
self that only lovo brings. I am ashamed
of my folly, but 1 can't tell you what
thoao lelters wore lo me these last twoyears. And an absolute stranger, child!what shall I not expect from you, my
llfo, my love, my hopu of heaven!" Ho
crushed her fingers In a passionate clssp.

God bless you, niy darling, good-bye- !"

nnd he pressed her hand to hk; lips andtore himself awny.
Sho stood thero watching tho trainand rubbing her hands.
JIo thrust his head oul of tlu; window,

and the sunlight was reflected from hisspectacles and made his whlto hairglisten.
Someone spoko to hor. She tried to

look melancholy she felt sho ought lo.
It was one of the handsome young men
In tenuis flannels.

"You aro Miss Penrose," ho said, smil-
ing. "I am Robert Merlton. My slsteru
called on you, but you weren't in."

I havo been mueh engaged lately,"
Aurora said with elderly affabllltv.

"Yes, with that old gentleman."
That gentleman," and she Ignored the

offensive adjective, "Is Mr, Roger Lyth-
goo Robert. Lythgoo. tho poot."

"By Jovo. you don't say so! I rcmom-bc- r
learning his pieces by heart when Iwas quite a llttlo shaver, and gettingspanked when I couldn't remember 'cm.

So that's Roger Lythgoo? But I say.
Miss Penrose, will you play tennis this
afternoon?"

"Yes. I will play." sho said, very sober-
ly, to balnnco tho confession, and she
felt a llttlo guilty because he strolled
homo beside her.

Her aunt was on the balcony: there
was a dreary look In her blue eyes and
sho sighed The slam of the front door
and two young voices roused lier: then
Aurora burst Into the room breathless
and eager. The young man was patienl-l- y

waiting down stairs.
"And so your dear poet' has gone, my

child," and sho drow her toward her,
"And what will you do now?" You must
not cry your pretty eyes out!"

"I am going to play tennis with the
Mori tons-- That's what 1 camo to tell
you" Aurora was breathless "Mr. Merl-
ton Is waiting below," and she was gone
like a flash.

Miss Penrose looked down again al the
river. II was so peaceful, so benutiful,
but a pretty little naphtha launch broke
tho silence and scooted about nervously.

"To como on the wings of love and to
return In a naphtha boat!" and sho
laughed, but without mirth. She took
a package of letters from under tho red
cushion. "Shall I send them back? No.
he will bo conceited enough to rejoice be-
cause I kept them. Shall I destroy them?
No, why should I? They arc from a soul
to a soul, and both souls aro dead. Oh,
foolish poet! I am afraid you will find
that It would havo been better to have
loved an old maid."

Spring had come to Whitby. Tho banks
of the rive; wore a soft green mist and
the fresh young grass sprouted merrily
along the black wharves. Tho white
lleccy clouds chased across the deep blue

sky. and the rowboats and the lllllo
yachts had come to their moorings, daz-
zling white with a new coat of paint.
Tho Japanese screen again sheltered the
high balcony and the long chair stood
in its accustomed corner. Miss Penrose
lay among the scarlet cushions and looked
at young Aurora.

"It was a long, tiresome winter, dear."
"Yes. aunt."
"Rut at least, child, you hud something

lo look forward lo."
"It's been a hard winter." and Aurora

Idly twisted her long, red sash. "You
don't know how I hate to wrlle loiter.
He asked me to write him every day
think whnl nonsense! Things don't hap-
pen every day, and so I wrolc once a
week there Isn't a thing I hear and see
and buy that T. don't write about. I tell
him all about the afternoon teas and
tennis parties and balls and theater par-tic- s

oh. dear me." and she sighed In
unafTectcd despair: "and when T send off
a letter so fat that I have lo put on
double postage, bo writes back that I
never wrote anything. Men arc so un-

reasonable'"
"Child, do you think that you can mnko

him happy?"
"He seems lo Ihlnk so, or he wouldn't

have asked inc. Of course ho will be
happy he Is so distinguished." .

There was "a pause. "At all ovenls."
said Miss Penrose, "you aro satisfied?"
She gazed at the girl with a quizzical
look, which the latter did not under-
stand.

"Oh, dear, yes! One can't have every-
thing, und Rogor Is tho greatest Amer-
ican poet, you know."

"Was it his Idea to meet you horo?"
"Well, no, aunt. You see. tho people

al home are all so dreadfully unpoetle.
and T thought papa and mamma and
Roger would have so little to talk about."

Tho day Roger Lythgoo arrived Miss
Penrose was alone. Tho room was still
and peaceful and the sunlight fell
through the plants at tho windows, anil
ono shaft lay at her feet as she sat
reading by the open fire.

Sho looked up startled, and a faint
blush crept Into hr cheeks. "You were
not expoctcd until tonight," sho ex-

claimed. "All rora Is at a tennis tourna-
ment she will fool so disappointed."

Ho had grown older and bis beard was
grayer and thero was a weary look In
his eyos.

Ho smiled faintly as he drew up a chair
to tho fire. "I" am afraid I shall be n
frightful contrast to those young fellows.
What, In heaven's name, did she see In
an old follow like me?"

"Surely you know your own worth,"
she said quickly.

"No. I have lost faith in myself. I
have come to the turning point of life.
There is no future, only a past. 1 show
It in my work; it's been rot this past
year. Enough of me!" and his face
cleared. "What have you done?"

"Nothing!" sho said. Impatiently, "f,
too, am growing old, It seems. Tho win-t-

was dreary my work was bad."
"Today is ono of your days." and he

watched her face; "you should be sketch-
ing; the orchards are full of apple-blosso-

and sunshine. I always think ofyou when I see tho glory of springtime,
You have eternal youth In the touch ofyour brush."

Ho paced the floor and flnallv stopped
before her.

"You will think me disloynl: you will
despise me." ho cried, "but I must speak!
All this miserable year T have been home-
sick for think of il: you."

Tho sunlight touohed her down-be- nt

head with tho wavy grav hair. An early
bee beat against the window-pan- e In a
vain effort to reach a yellow primrose.
She looked up with a frank smile. "Iam glad," she said.

"No. not so long as you arc in theencyclopedias and newspapers." t"Aurora, do you understand?" he criedbitterly. "I lovo you!"

Aurora?"'0'" lc?" PPul J "J

away.IS'PoVgive,lneP0a,,t,,

rffiA & & is
od hoart ,iwounds. I will always be yonr?rLi W "1 have been. Cmcstrength you think I cari glv? nnfi D.plfi

bo my glory that I was ablV'tSwby word or deed."
lie held her two hands In bin igrasp thai pained, and the r"Roger," and out of her face fffl

tho lines of pain and bitterness PWeyes filled with WB 11--yoi Uo not know how I love youlflS
"Why, Roger, when did you c,An uneasy silence fell on the noiayc shook hands with

'Syca. " Ua'S0 our'ou$ .in
'That .night Aurora went to herj

room for moral support. : ..Vfp
'."Hasn't he grown old!"herself on iho bod. Miss Pnnro?iat Aurora with a guilty start and 10away a pile of letters. .

"The idea of looking, at old let 'and Aurora yawned. "I wlRawouldn't write letters It's such w rt J
read them. Then Roger's got thrfdrendful handwriting. But hash! tfigrown old!"

hW sa,W Miss pe Z"that ho sthappy." f"Don't you? 1 wonder why' J'01
ho adores me." &&Fortunately sho did not wait f m J

answer. t .
"Tho cruelty of youth!" old A

V

murmured, and boat away a moth m
tried to commit suicide In the iflame of the candle.

Tho tide was low. They strolled)
Iho firm, gray beach strewn withweed and whitening crabshelle aria
hies. j ij t

"Is il reasonable that she can '. .wme? he exclaimed, and stood atoci
and looked at her.

The wrinkles on her forehead van , ail ft
and she laughed. "You must no T t

me." w ,
He laughed against his will. "I .v",

make her unhappy." ztn.--

"Well, to be honest, sho will maJ
unhappy." J,Thoy walked on In silence. ut&l"What does, a handsome young Ft
turo like that, want to marry me .:
he cried In desperation. "rL

"You have asked her; what die ivl
say?" i

"Did I believe her capable of f .,
ing her word and mv heart? Bhsl S .
singularly obtuse! What shall I dc ?5,
a gentleman, I cannot break my

"You've just deserted me, "Rogorj .intra
Aurora pouted. "What were you JJtt
In that church?" Roger turned "i A
to his spectacles and old Aurora.' t'ral
young Aurora to the conch and v r
one hand nnd then Roger pattcMyaslfl
other, but neither spoke. it 5Jth

"What Is the matter''" Aurora cj ggar;
"Aurora, my darling." Aunt Auroi 9 fjlT

gan. but her Hps trembled. al ri
"Let me speak," Rogor inter

hastily. "I am to blame." T3ut 1

not scorn to find words to begin. .' -- rifc
"la father sick, or mother"'" at

rora turned white. J lg,""No. child, no t!n n

"What has happened?" and slia u
lo draw her hands away, but thej mVli
clung to her. ; jath

"Aurora, Aurora, I know you wl
give " Roger began very unccr 23Iri
iust as the door was opened and a Jfte
lanky man put in his head. J m t

"Mrs. Lythgoo. pardon me, bu gj! p
left your sunshade In the cn
whereupon he withdrew. b n

"Mrs. Lythgoo'" she cried, and';
ured old Aurora from hcud to id .p.
don't believe it!" . ',5,

EVERYTHING

GOESMjOlTIFIJL

Attempted Enforcement of , the
Smallpox Quarantine Said to

Be Glaring Failure.

Everything goes In Bountiful, from po-

lygamy to smallpox, and the enforcement
of law n regard to the one as lax as the
quarantine of the other. There are today
not loss than thirty to thirty-fiv- e cases
of smallpox In the vlllago of Bountiful,
and the end is noL yet.

Persons supposedly under quarantine

walk the streets without restraint, while
whole, families who havo been exposed to
the contagion just visit around. The
Smedley family, under quarantine after
the second case In the family had been
discovered, havo been partly vaccinated
and pari arc supposedly detained in the
house. Those who have been vaccinated
play and visit with the confined mem-
bers during the day time and retire to the
barn, where they sleep with their fa-

ther, who runs a dally milk route, and
that and similar cases are the reasons
for tho present epidemic. It might be
proper to suggest an embargo against the
south end of Davis county.

.More Boys and Matches.
Fire damaged the one-stor- frame

tool house of George Culloy and T. Buck-
ley at 835-3- !) Second East street., to the
extent of $7G, Monday evening. The fire-wa-

caused by- boys playing In the tool
house with matches. Chief Glore and the
apparatus from headquarters responded.

A private safe may bo rentod in the
fire and burglar-proo- f vaults of the
Salt Lake Security and Trust. Company,
32 Up. Main street. $2.00 nor year.

B
JgjjU First semi - annual

;f jB3 , sale of
-- y Bradford clothes

XaI'I l) thank the many friends we have made for having allowed us to
Y 1$ show them the superiority of the Bradford way of making clothes,

jj VV ' I the excellence of Bradford styles and the quality of Bradford ma- -ifcI ftv L terials'

rv We must now clear the racks, and when reductions as great as
S

I
fcke following are quoted on clothes of the Bradford sort, we are

B ill pL sure of the result a crowd of interesting men who know a good
Q&y fl'T thing when they see it. '

Of $45.00' Bradford Suits at $33.75

v&& r IdSS? $40.00 Bradford Suits at $30.00
KXXffl x jgagj $35.00 Bradford Suits at $26.25

A $30.00 Bradford Suits at.. V. ........ $22.50
$28.00 Bradford Suits at $21.00

$&$L ilW $25.00 Bradford Suits at $18.75
iM $20.00 Bradford Suits at $15.00

W&ffi - SALE STARTS THIS MORNING.

I NI J ft t
Fabrics, styles and patterns here to suit men of any age and in

J $ S ' any wa n We can su a men frm the most conservative
' V to the most fastidious.

The Bradford Clothes Shop
"For Men and Young Men" 24 East Second South

A private safe may bo rented In i lie
firo and burglar-proo- f vaults of liic
Suit Lak(? ,Socurity and Trust Company,
32 Up. Main street. $2.00 por yo.'ir.

Every person wants to be jjp - Any man, woman or oli fcS

well dressed on the Fourth. --.gg ca11 be dressetl fMhioM!
i yT-S- r JZi 9jf and comfortably onavaIHere's your- - opportunity, I irtlmrMMMJLMJteSt small expenditure by (fa.even though you haven't ing-t- this store now. Bfll wdL

Hundreds of Great Bargains
This anaouncement will be welcomed by hundreds of Salt Lake peojj

pa who appreciate .an opportunity of saving upon clothing and furnishinj q

always needed just before a holiday.
We announce a "Fourth of July" Special Sale upon our entire stock, ai

beginning this morning the same reductions as we made during the gre

Bargain Carnival will be made. The goods are still upon the counters ajR?
arranged the same as during the sale, and we are making this sale partly

I avoid the necessity of putting these summer goods back into the boxes,

to addition to reductions of 30c, 4c and S0c onttCb
dollar upon oof eafire stock, we have mar-fe-

mnnj broken lines even 10 to 20 Ioweg
f ur stock contains clothing, furnishings

g& M hats, shoes, etc., for men, women ajT
MliiAm. children in the best materials and new,"

JSra styles an( now, just before the
$$MW National Holiday, when everybody WJM?

V good clothes, we make reductions that

rjM m many cases iower than the cst to us fjs?
mA fiw' Gome in today and look at the remafer

mlMi hw'd aWe reciuct"tons- - Imagine saving a thirdM

ffirh r evsn more uPn ne gocs suck45J
' 1 Special Prices Go Ig

r ' I If Meet Today

2!' IB and

He TriMme Gives Your Wants the Lamest Circiijafe

INTERESTING METING
HELD BY SOCIALISTS

At the regular Monday night moellng
of the local Socialist organization, at the
quarters in the Commercial club building,
the Rov. William Thurston Brown made
a report of tho doings of (he national
Socialist convention at Chicago, May
J5-2- 1.

The Rev. Mr. Brown snid that the ques-
tion of woman suffrage cttine up for con-

sideration and thai the convention de-

cided that If the women Socialists wanted
to take up the movement iliey should do
it an Individuals, Irrespective of the or-
ganization.

Mrs. William Thurslon Brown said that
there was a well defined movement on
fool toward the organinxtlou of a So-

cialist Sunday school that would he free
of all sectarian dictation. It Is likely
that this Sunday school will be organized
soon.

Next Tuesday night the Socialists '.of
the city will meet to elect delegates to
tho convention to be held In this city
July 24.

THROWING BASEBALL

ST MONKEY STOPPED

AVIicn Proprietor of Game De-

clines to Change Places
Willi the Animal.

Throwing baseballs al a monkoy In tho
Moose carnival on Walker's field Mon-
day nighl caused a number of Indignant
persons to call tho police station and ask
llial the strange sport bo stopped. Lieu-
tenant Shannon sent Motorcycle Patrol-
man Dan Grundvig to the grounds to in-

vestigate the case. On his report orders
woro issued by Lieutenant Shannon to
slop the gamo.

When Motorcycle Patrolman Grundvig
arrived at tho field he found a monkey
In a pit and a number of persons engaged
in throwing baseballs al tho animal. The
man who ran Ihu game was charging 5

cents for Iwo throws at the monkoy. lie
was doing a lcaguo game business. Tho
agility of the monkey saved it from be-

ing killed by the balls which camo speed-
ing past its head. Its frantic endeavors
lo evade tho baseballs were pathetic.
When Patrolman Grundvig reported the
matter to Lloutonant. Shannon the fol-

lowing order was Issued:
"You tell the owner of that gamo he

must stop It Instantly or wo will put him
in jail. The department fails to seo the
humor In tossing baseballs al a defenso-les- s

monkey caged in a pit. Nor will the
department allow it. If tho owner of the
gamo wauls to put the monkey at tho
bench selling the tickets for Die baseballs
and take tho irionkoy's placo In tho pit,
the game can go on. Otherwise ho must
stop tho game."

The game slopped.

ANOTHER TWO DAYS
FOR COMPANIES TO PAY

The original nssessmenL made on cor-
porations by the Internal revenue col'
lector for this district, which Includes
Utah. Idaho and Montana, amounted to
$230,000, or which amount only $70,000
lias been paid and most of thai under
protest.

The tax is payable on or before Juno
30. but another two days have lo
elapse when the lax will become

With this delinquency comes
an added 5 per cent on tho whole amount,
of tho tax due and 1 pi'r cent interest
for oai'h thirty days il remains unpaid.

Kvldently the corporations are going
to light the new law to a llnish.

Bam Damaged by Fire.
KIre. caused by boys smoking, damaged

the barn of Frank Fairbanks. K'.RS 12lnv-cnt- h

PJasl si reel. Monday afternoon, lo
the extent of 150. Chli-- f Glon: and tho
apparatus from station ,To, 5 responded.
Owing t tho high wind, the surrounding
properly was In dnngr-- r until the arrival
of the department, which soon had water
playing on the roofs of the adjoining

'buildings.

Hart Gets Four Mouths.
William A. Hart, charged with exhibit-

ing a deadly weapon, pleuded guilty be-

fore Judge Bowman, Mondny. and waa
sentenced to servo four months In the
county Jail. Hart, while In an advanced
slate of Intoxication, attempted to enter
Sallalr Sunduy nighl and, when refused
entrance, drew his revolver and threat-
ened lo kill Deputy Sheriffs Hurt Seager
and Claudi- - Russell and a bystander- - He
was finally overpowered and taken to the
county Jail.

i


